the lecture-room you might have thought that they
not only clung to it as a rock of stability in life, but
venerated it, almost, as a beneficent god.
The commander only took the part of compere at
the training course. Most of the lectures were given
by an under-manager of the company, which also sold
vacuum-cleaners. The English name he bore wasn't his
real name. He was a Latvian Jew who, the well-
informed discovered within the first two days, had
come to England after the War knowing not a word of
English. To-day he didn't display even the precision
of a foreigner handling the language. His talk was as
carelessly neat as his clothes. He was stocky and dark,
quick as a lizard in his movements. He had green eyes
and those heavy furrows down the cheeks which seem
to be a kind of Russian confession of tragedy. I liked
Hm on first sight.
People have always interested me more than things,
and older people have always impressed me more than
people of my own age. So, though I was quite dis-
posed to be irreverent about the water-softener, my
admiration for Victor turned me into a model pupil*
My patter became irreproachable, my smile resistless.
Victor came out with me on my first canvassing ex-
peditions, in the Hampstead Garden Suburb and
Golder's Green. After a morning's round we would
stop for a cup of tea and a snack lunch at a Lyons*
teashop or an Express Dairy. I learned that he was
twenty-eight, played tennis and football and had read
more in his few years in the country than I had ever
forgotten. I saw that he had the kind of quick-
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